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OTHELLO IN HELL 



The borders of hell — ^Othello sleeping on a low couch. 

Enter Fibst Fiend. 

FiKST Fiend. Othello, to torments wake ! 

[Fiend walks round Othello, pointing 
at him. 

Enter Second Fiend. 

Second Fiend. Murderer ! revengeful murderer ! 
Wake, wake to bum in hell ! 

\_Walks round OtseJi'lo^ pointing at him. 

Enter Thied Fiend. 

Thibd Fiend. Condemned man of passion, sleep 
No longer — thy peace is ended. 
Torture, to be never ended, 
Must begin. 

[ Walks round Othello, pointing at him. 
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Enter Foubth Fiend. 

FouKTH Fiend. Food for devils ! Ah, ah ! Mr. 
Thella, 
Here you are, boy ! The Turks are drowned, 
And Thella must be burned. 
Wake, salamander! 

[Fiend strikes Othello, and walks round. 

Enter Fifth and Sixth Fiends, running. They 
suddenly stop in front of Othello — the whole 
stand still and sing. 

Blow high, blow high, blow high ! 

Blow, blow, blow ! 
Rise, rise the boil of hell ! 

\AU walk round singing. 

Blow, blow, blow ! 
Rise, rise the boil of hell ! 

Blow, blow, blow ! 
Rise, rise the boU of hell I 

All standi Fikst Fiend in front. 

FiKST Fiend. Wake, brother, wake ! 

[Othello wakes. 
Second Fiend. Of hell partake 
Thibd Fiend. Flames and fury, 
Fottkth Fiend. For all your war's glory. 
Fifth and Sixth. Now you're hell's mate, 
All. And a dish for us all. 
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Oth. Misery ! Oh, what — where ajtn I ?— 
Who— brother ? What-- 
What dream is on me ? 
Methought I — methought I 

FoiTBiH Fiend. Killed Desd^motuu 

Oth. Oh yes, I did — ^no, no J 
It was my hands that killed her I 

ASJL SlHO. 

Then leave your hands here. 
And be off back again. 

FouBTH Fiend. You have the spirit of a devil, 
And the face of a devil, 
And that's the reason 
You were sent home to hell. 

Oth. Oh, thou unsubstantial, unaccountable, 
Incomprehensible monster, 
Unlock me I 

FoiTBTH Fiend. You're bound in hell, boy O ! 

Oth. Loose my spirit from the spell 
Of this infernal dream ! 
Recover me to nature, where 
Natural things exist ! — Oh ! 

For heaven's sake 

[All rush and point at Mm with excitement. 

Fiends. What !— ha I— hush ! 

Fourth Fiend. Heaven has no sake for us. 
Or for you. Dance away now 
To your sulphur ! 
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Oth. By all the powers of horror 
And extremity, flames and endless 
Damnation ! if there's no other hope 
For me, Fll engage you. 
I never flinched on earth, 
And if I am in hell, there is 
No more for me than flames. 
Devils will be devils — hell owns 
All its natives — and if I'm your 
Brother we'll all fight at home, 
And let the conqueror be 
Beelzebub. 

[Desdemona appears in white, uith the spotted 
handkerchief in her hand, and clouds under her 
feet. The Fiends all fall down and look up at 
her, Desdemona. waves the handkerchief 
Des. Othello ! — lost Othello ! — ^my love 
Is changed — I have no pity 
For you — the flames are yours — 
And here is your handkerchief. 
To wipe the tears from your endless 
Weeping eyes [throws him the handkerchief], I was 

innocent — 
Always innocent — farewell ! 

Oth. Oh, for one moment wait ! 
Though my torn heart galls me 
To be silent, I cannot speak. 
Nor can I call assistance. 
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Des. Say, or be silent- 
Heaven calls me to felicity, 

0th. What ! can you not love in heaven, 
And I can love in hell ? 
On earth, no creature ever did extend 
Such untired, sweet attention of her love, 
As you to scorned Othello bound 
In daily tasks. Oh ! what monstrous change is this 
I now endure, that, like a gulf 
Between us, binds Othello down 
Where devils breed contagion, and 
Hot flames — O horrors ! 

Desdeuona Smos. 

Pleasure calls me 
Without measure, 
On the wings of angels high ; 

Under villain's bloody hand 
I no more, no more can die. 

[Desdemona glides away. 

Fiends ma, walk rounds and sing. 

Away! away! 
Make up his bed, 
Burning cinders for his head, 
Melted lava round him pour. 
Sprinkle sulphur on his floor I 
{_Exit Fiends, dragging Othello's couch. 
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Oth. Alone, and damned ! Life, 
I had rather hold thee. 
And murder man through every hour 
Of time— drink tiger's blood- 
Dye earth's emerald crust with 
Rapine — feed night on lonely mountains. 
Wild and vague with sin— 
Than tread one step in these black cloisters 
Of hell's jaws ! 

Oh ! this is hell, and all my nerves 
Are mad, and my soul blasted 
And damned for ever ! Hark ! 
Some silent whisper shakes 
The sulphury air of this unmerciful 
Abode ! Angels talk — 
Too sweet the soimd to come from 
Devils' tongues. [^Re-enter Desdemona. 

Heavens ! it is thy own virtue. 

Dbsdekona Smos. 
Where no daggers feed revenge. 

There I sleep ; 
Where no faithless love pretends. 

There I keep ! 

Oth. O God ! O hell, and lost souls ! 
How she mauls me in my punishment ! 
Is this my lot, to be pierced at 
For ever, for one moment's error ? 
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Relentless Ixeayen ! save me 
Some due, if it be but a devil's, 
Now that I am out of choice ; 
And by all the mell mockery of 
Panting, galloping fiends, I'U go 
To my punishment like a man, 
And drink the fiery gall of 
Condemnation in this pit of 
Darkness, with as much resignation 
As I gave up my natural existence to satisfy 
My overheated and misguided passion. 
Desdemona Sinos. 

How sweet, how sweet the heavens ring — 
Desdemona's heart rejoices 

To sing the honours of her King, 
And join heaven's million voices. 

Enter two Nymphs, arrayed in white, sirring. 
Sing, Desdemona, sing ! 

Enter four Fiends — they halt, and sing. 
Bum, Othello, bum ! 

[Fiends run round Othello. 
Ntmphs. For pleasure [symphony'], for plea- 
sure [symphony'] 
Shall crown you for ever. 
[^Alusic continues, Ntmphs wave garlands round 
the A^euf o/* Desdemona. 

Shall crown you for ever. [Devils exit. 
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[3ftmc cecuesy Nymphs recline at DssDEMONA'syS?^. 

0th. Come, devils, back again, 
And take me where coals, hot and 
Agonizing, wait to gnaw my ramping, 
Madden'd heart ! This heart, [looking up to Dss- 

DEMONA. 

Oh, God ! that once throbbed in holy throes 
Upon the bosom of yon celestial 
Sacrifice — this wrecked, iinpitied heart, 
That on earth was deceived — 
In hell is abused ; and to suit 
The capricious, gull-halloo taunts of 
Soul-tearing, heart-racking hell-hounds, 
Was made to answer an existence ! 

Desdemona, 
Still lovely — always lovely ; in life — ^in death — 
In heaven — ^we are both 
Sacrificed.^-You to God, me 
To devils. Oh— 

Nymphs rise. 

Nymphs. Come, Desdemona, to the glories 
Of the skies. 

0th. Go not— oh, stay one moment more- 
Eternity is long. I would speak — 
But, alas, all is vain I 
Heaven knows my crimes : 
I loved, though I murdered. Oh ! 
How hell echoes that horrid sound. 
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Ntbiphs Sing. 
Heaven preserve all tliose that fell 
Beneath the hand of bloody man. 

0th. Though I murdered — 

Hell's Voices. Murder! — ^Murder! 
Crimson murder ! 

0th. Though I murdered — 

Hell's Voices. Murdered ! 

0th. [hasty]. Though I murdered thee, Desde- 
mona, 
I still lov'd thee. And though heaven 
To me is lost, let me but keep 
Position where I now stand. 
In this one spot for ever. 
Surrounded with flames, and tormented 
By devils. — ^To behold you, 
With aU thy beauties magnified 
By the light of heaven, 
And I'm satisfied — contented to be 
Lost! 

Des. Othello, 

I float on the wings of light 
And glory — ^for ever in the motion of 
Infinity, and bright skies. 
Judgment and mercy are dead — 
Time is gone — ^Eternity endures — > 
Tear your own heart, Othello — 
Pluck out your own eyes— 
Knaw your own flesh, 
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And do it over again, and again, 
And again — and for ever ! 

Nymphs. On, where clouds of magic splendour 

Rise in mountains piled on high, 
There, Desdemona, come and dwell, [moving away. 

Where no bosom learns to sigh. [.ErtV. 

£cho after exit. 

Where no bosom learns to sigh. 

0th. Oh, melancholy exit — 
Fearful and tremendous farewell ! 
Now I am left to shudder 
At my own awful, damned, conflicting 
Sense of punishment. 
What a place is that 
To which Desdemona is departed. 
Oh, what sounds, what lovely melody 
Are there ! What peace — what happy counterchanges 
Of holy, thirsty love fill up 
The wants of souls. 
Had I fought foi: that— 
But Othello was steel-bom. 
Hell-made, hell-bred, and now he is 
Hell-damned ! 
Yet, I lov'd an angel once, 
She had a soul and heart as pure 
As ever heaven lit with eyes— 
With diamond eyes, sparkling 
On azure down— evening stars 
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That twinkled for eternity— 
They lit up my own soul, 
And catching fire with hell. 
Broke loose the spell of unmatched 
Ecstasy. 

And now apart-— 
Infinite vague rolls round ^our 
Separation, through which 
No breach or path could march. 
No thought could even flash ! 
Fm lost, lost for ever— 
Hell, roar away — tear me now — 
I*m ripe for battle, flames, and fury ! 

Re-enter Fibst and Secokb FiEKDeH*t^ march 
round Othello. 
Fiends. Ripe for battle, flames, and fury ! 

Re-enter Thibd and Foubth FiEir])«— ^Aey march 
round. 

Fiends. What a pretty little story. 

0th. O ye incorruptible corruption — 
Adders of hell's venom — 
Ministers of darkness — 
If I had met a host of you upon 
Earth, I'd mangle you by scores 
Into jelly, for the soil. 

Re-enter Fifth and Sixth Fiends, singing. 

Fifth and Sixth. Hot and ready is his bed, 
Burning cinders for his head ; 
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On his way the master comes 
To bind Othello up in chains. 

AU dance round* 
0th. Slaves, who is your master ? 
Fiends stand and sing. 
Fiends. The same as Mister 
Black skinn'd Thella's, 
The king of hell — ^Beelzebub. 

Fiends dance round — Othello walks about inside of 
their circle, 

0th. By the heaven that I have lost, 
Here is my dagger — Oh, glorious 
Companion ! 

You turned the key that let me 
In here, and will you now, 
In recompense for so foul 
A deed, befriend me ? 
There is no dread or fear of punishment 
Here — all is damn'd, and hot as hell 

Can make it, so by perdition 

Fiends Smo. 
Here he comes, 

The prince of fire, 
TaU and black, 

And strong in power. 

£nter Beelzebub — ^Fiends /aU down. 
Praise, Praise the king. 
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Beel. Othello, you are welcome to Sodom ; 
I have prepared a place for you. 
These my servants will conduct you. 
And remember, that from me 
There is no redemption. 

0th. It's hard, I'm sure. 
If you are the devil, 
To overcome you ; but ere 
I submit to receive your filthy 
Accommodation, I'll take 
A tilt with you upon your own 
Carpet, come what will. 

Beel. Tut — tut — ^Boys, lead him away — 
All's hot, my Simons. 

Fiends. As hot as hell, 
And red as fire, 
Troimce him on the lee. 

Fiends take hold of Othello — he throws them off. 

0th. Vipers, away — 
Othello was never beat upon earth 
As long as he meddled with devils. 
It was heaven's bit that dished him ; 
So by the guilt of purple death 
I'm ready to try its wrenching iron 
(This delightfully-tempered dagger 
In my own vicious-tempered hand) 
Upon the tough crust of your 
Hell-tanned hides. 
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FiEKBS try to take himr^he throws them off. 
0th. " Death and damnation !" 
FiBNDS try again to sieze hdm — he avoids them all. 
Hell roars. 
Devils exit — Darkness. 
These mouming-clad caterpillars 
Seem to exist upon the very fumes 
Of sulphur. Mere shadows of darkness, 
Whose reflection upon the minds of 
The damned, but chalk th' endurance 
Of earnest hell ! 

They are the fitful glimmerings of a 
Seared mind, whose only hope is 
To get into the darkest corner of 
These aching vaults, and there 
Try to forget one that was once called 

Desdemona. 

Confused moans. 

Beelzebub discovered sitting on a seat over a hideous^ 

looking door, surrounded with dark clouds. 

Beel. Bottomless pit, 

Open thy ponderous jaws, and 

Swallow up Othello. 

Door opens — Through it are seen red coals and flames, 
and dismal sounds are heard in the distance. 

Othello trembles. 

0th. Oh, monster ! I am lost — 

Lost — ^for ever ! 

Beel. Soldiers of hell, to arms ! 
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Dismal music. 

Six Fiends enter shwly with forks in their hands, 
pointing them towards Oxhello. — Thei^ halt after 
entering. 

Lead him away 

To where he can never come from. 

0th. Let me perish here, 
Oh, let me endure my punishment 
Where I stand-— 
Beyond that portal, all is 
Lost ! — gloomy ! — terrible ! 

Beelzebub looks at the Fields, and points to 
Othello. Fiends close on him graduaUy, 
waving their forks and heating their feet to the time 
of the music. Othello, shrinking from them, gets 
unconsciously near to the open door — He starts, 
looks about, with a view to get away from the hor- 
rors that meet his ear, hut finds that he is hemmed 
in on all sides by the Fiends. 

0th. The flames dart into my soul — 

Oh, what mighty stings are on their tongues ! 

Save me from their fury— oh, save me — 

Away ! — ^I'U not enter there. 

One of the Fiends runs behind him and pulls him in. 

Oh,heU!— hell!— heU! 

Eoars of thunder. 

Beelzebub waves his fork — the door closes. 

Beelzebub discovers the handkerchief that Desde- 
MONA had thrown to Othello, and picks it up. 
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Beel. " That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people." She was 
The devil's charmer ; my old buxom 
Queen Mab, an old girl of mine 
That I empowered with witchcraft ; 
And this little rag's as ancient 
As hell's foundation-stone. 'Twas this 
That wiped the sweat from Cain's brow 
When he killed his brother Abel. 
It was this, under Herod's pillow. 
That made him dream of killing infants. 
Poor Othello has suffered sadly 
From its company ; and, at the end of 
His career, has found a warm reception. 
This is an old standard in the affjEors 
Of blood, and belongs entirely 
To hell. Whoever gets it next 
May sing terror, until he brings it 
Home. It's a great nuisance to 
The world, but a treasure to me ; 
And I can with satisfaction affirm, 
That the best servant I have is, 
" The handkerchief — ^the handkerchief — away !" 

[Exit 



THE INFANT, 



CANTO L 



Take care of my Josey, 

My own little Josey, 
The sweetest of babies he's mine ; 

O where shall we put him 

But somewhere on earth ? 
He's earthy himself, but there never 
Was earth formed so lovely as Josey. 

II. 

Could she whose hand 

Oft smoothes his brow, 
But imderstand 
How much I owe 
To her for little Josey — 
She'd never, then, suspect that I 
To coax another maid would try. 
Or use a thought upon the sly. 
To make her melancholy. 
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III. 



Downy shall his moments fly, 
While he feeds in angels' bowers. 

May his other years supply 
As kind a feast in richer showers. 

iv. 

The glassy surface of the untroubled ocean, 
As it calmly bases the azure vault of heaven ; 
The silvery cloud of day, swimming in sunshine ; 
The summer breeze that scents the harvest field ; 
The cheerful flowers that garnish the vegetable 

world ; 
The night that buckles in the imiverse with stars ; — 
In all their varied beauty live in harmony, 
Sweet as the infant when he smiles. 
Yet for their merits receive not half the praise 
That falls to his fair lips. The babe 
Who shuts his eyes upon creation's loveliness, 
Unconscious of its various beauties 
And his own, does, in his sweet unconsciousness. 
Display a sight as lovely as them all. 



Sound in repose, 
He fears no painful waking, and no foul working 
Of the brain destroys his angel slumbers. 
O who could break, at such a time, the silence 
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Of that breathing heaven, or wake upon 
The stonny world the filmy bark 
That floats within the whispers of its blast ? 
The falling mountain streams, that softly sing 
The song of upper lands, the gentlest breath 
Of eve, the sunny murmuring bee. 
And all that hums in favour of repose, 
Alone may mingle cadence to his lullaby. 



VI. 



How often envied is thy humble lot, 
Thou in whose eyes no busy care has made 
Their beauty wane ; thou hast humbled 
To the lowliest sigh, with thy sweet 
And unpretending smiles, O babe, 
Men's savage hearts,* whose hands, 
All stained with human gore, 
Have stretched thy little frame to take away 
Thy life, that in such innocence had checked 
Their hell-taught purposes. Yes, 
Thou hast made kings and warriors weep. 
And taught the ramping cannibal humanity ! 

* The notorious murderer, Burke, confessed, after he was con- 
demned, that his heart was never touched with compassion for 
. human nature, except on one occasion, when ahout to murder a 
young child, which he had stolen for that purpose ; it looked up in 
his face, and smiled. 
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Brutes have nursed and fondled thee,* 
When stouter man beneath their paws 
No mercy found. 

VII. 

Pleased with the life that leaves thee buoyant 

With reality, placed on the calendar 

Of the world's events, thou comes t to our eyes 

Like something known before — 

An old acquaintance clothed with infancy ; 

For there exists between thee and our hearts, 

A homefelt and substantial something, 

Which no intervening impediment can 

Break through or separate; fetter'd 

With Nature's invisible strength ; sincere 

And deathless. The soul's indelible nerves, 

A breath, a sigh can move ; yet oceans 

Cannot quench, nor mountains, kings, nor tyranny 



* There is an anecdote related of a keeper of wild beasts, who 
once gave some ofi&nce to an elephant that was under his care. 
The elephant, to resent the injury done, watched his opportunity, 
seized the man with his trunk, and dashed him to death upon the 
ground. The man had a wife and two children ; his wife, when 
she heard of the calamity, brought her two children in a distracted 
state of mind to the elephant, saying, " Tou have killed our pro- 
vider, take now and devour his offspring.'* The poor beast took up 
the young children, one after the other, hugged them, as it were 
with pity, and returned them carefully to tliQir bereaved mother. 
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Destroy — change oasmot alter, nor gold transfer 

The faintest touch it feels. 

Faithful, infallible, and pure, it guabrds 

And governs its own impulse, weeps 

When it's bruised, and, when it weeps. 

Loves to distraction. 

VIII. 

Yonder mountain's peak, 
That seems to hold ciommunion with the clouds. 
And looks disdainfully upon these lower denii 
Of toil and selfishness, invites, with placid 
Majesty, the meditative tiiihd. 
Infant, with thy mortality, come thither, 
And underneath our feet shall roll the hum 
Of woridlings, while our awakened souls 
Rejoice ih. hi^er governed sentiThents. 

ix. 

Here in this lone, secluded spot. 
Let all the solitude it bears mix with 
Our souls, and here let us with Nature, 
Broad and vast, hold fellotvship ; 
And now Hit up upon this new 
And gorgeous sciBne thine eyes^ 
Which but have dawned ujwjn the light, 
That through liieir crystal channels 
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Now may flow the early joy, the love, 
The light, the soul-engaging beauty of 
This vast domain ! arched and sustained 
With heaven's breathing blue. 



The variegated plain on which we gaze. 

Though but a speck of earth's rotundity, 

Displays, in grand extent, the nature of 

Our globe. 'Tis to thee the preface 

Of the universe, the opening of the volume 

Of its mysteries. 

And here let Natmre first work out 

Her wonted gifts in thee, till thou survey. 

For her own sake and thine, th' attachment 

Of her beauties to thy soul ; — ^till thou hast found 

That happy source of pleasure in her works. 

That time, though gray- winged in his flight, 

Shall roll himself away in pleasing changes 

To thine eyes, and die continually to thee. 

In mild and imrepented deaths. 

XI. 

The mountains, seas, beasts, birds, 
And all that lives ; earth, air, and clouds ; 
The Sim and moon, and imfathomable 
Starry sky, form thy inexhaustible 
Library, rich from eternity, and lovely 
J^or ever. 
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XII. 



Search here with unremitting toil, 
O search with care, and thine own diligence 
Shall bring thee sweet reward ; 
And never rest exploring, till the heart 
Of everything connects itself with thine — 
Till every piece of matter speaks to thee, 
And tells thee what thou art, 
For all the visible and material universe 
Is link'd with thine existence. 
And all that is invisible, and things unknown, 
Hold close relation to thy awaken'd soul. 
Man's present, past, and future properties survey, 
* And strive to analyze the thoughts which 
Guide thee, cheer thee, and magnify thee to thyself, 
How link'd with flesh, and what the union means; 
Why life is life, and death's dark mystery ! 

XIII. 

Transcendent thought ! 
Man's highest acquisition is in thee ; 
With Godlike majesty we soar, 
In thy unconquerable freedom, on matchless 
Pinions, that waft us on 
Through time and space, and mazes infinite ; 
Soaring in heights magnanimous and lone, 
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And weighing worlds to countless times 
A million ; immersed in struggles, 
Full of wondier's wdnts, 
And bounding into (feptlid, inhere nigW, 
Kemote and vague, holds ti'easui'es 
In the dark. Measu^g the h^a'venir, 
Thy triumph hangs on all its' ddnfittnatioii 
Of events, ahd makes a ihdits^h'df yeidr^ 
Of yesterday ! then wani^s, dnd dieii 
Unknown, diS(Coterleds, atid untrdtieable ! 

XIV. 

With nian thy lot is cast, 

Thou tenderest thing of life J— niatf 

The molister of the globe — the moist gtked 

And miserable animal of thef grea(t 

And wide cf eition, the honey of ii^hose Aattlf 6 

Hath long since been devoured. 

And all his offspring stamped with envy. 

Vanity, and strife — thus clothed, 

His slave-bom sons inherit flesh and blood. 

And every neighbour's heart beats witli 

Unfaithiulness ! Fear and suspicious looks 

Dart, with unfriendly glances, every eye ; 

Yea, the family group, in whose small circle 

Better things should dwell than in the loose 

And unconnected world, that Cold, suspicious 
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Enmity exists ! And deeds, that hell might blush 
To own — bloody, and incomprehensible ! — 
The utter stretch of life's depravity — 
The ungovernable resolve of vicious bitterness — 
Of soul corroding enmity— of vice, exasperated 
Into thunder throbs, which crowd the brain 
With hell-forced blood, and raises murder's hand 
To grasp a father's throlat, ^re there ! 
Inventing paths to hell, and giving birth 
To vengeance mournful, and redeemles? woe ! 



XT. 



Untutored babe ! 
A stranger on the world's wide ocean cast-^ 
A floating feather on the breath of time-^^ 
A miniature of happiness too soon to he 
Destroyed — life has all its arrows ploirited 
For thy soul, to shoot them one hf one, 
As thou shalt gather strength to flesh them 
In thy heart, and hold within that secret 
Fountain-head, the bitters of their sting ! 
The tolls that in life's journey lie with thes^e 
Are paid ; when thou hasi gone the round. 
And entered throtigh the last, one long and narrow, 
Cold and imconscious, there will be totalFd 
Thy bill, and on the rude and lonely gtdve-stone 
Stamp'd — the signature of death ! 
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CANTO IL 



Shall I from eartli to heaven direct 
Thy thoughts — from substance into ideal 
Regions, vast, immeasurable and confused ! 
Presumed to be the element of spirits 
Breathing immortality ! — the awful told 
Existence of infinity — the great unknown — 
The thought of which trembles while it thinks, 
And in the boundless maze roves, panting 
For a solid object whereon to rest ? 
Tis not in Nature to attempt such 
Vapory toils, but revelation sanctions 
And commands the enterprise. 



II. 



Death is a grimly cur, bitter with paleness, 
And cold to the very soul ! It freezes thought, 
And all the wild enthusiasm of revolving life 
Curdles beneath his paw, stagnant and 
Horrible ! This is the unkind monitor 
Which makes man fret about his soul, 
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And sends him roving through a wilderness 
Of Theology, as a penance for his 
Existence. 

III. 

We are told of an existence after this, 

In a world that rests on nothing. 

And invisible, a world of love and joy. 

In some way linked to one composed of 

Sulphur, flames, and darkness. 

A gulph divides the two, fathomless 

And black ! where rolling waves. 

In hollow and unearthly sounds, mingle 

With the screams of the damn'd ! 

Across this bitter sea no passage 

Can be made by angels, man, or devils ! 

It feeds no life, supports no life, and knows 

No good ! It is the sea of eternal death, 

Filled with waters of despair, and troubled 

With the tempest of God's revenge ! 

The fiends of darkness tremble at its roar. 

As it echoes through the caverns of hell ! 

Clouds of substantial blackness hover perpetually 

Above the dark and yawning breakers, 

Which send their endless voices high up 

Towards the throne of the celestial. 

But re-vibrate in painful moans. 

Their useless struggles there ! 
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IT. 

These are the lower regions, th' infernal depths 

Of horror, too deep for words to paint ! 

Where fire, in speary flakes, torment 

And gash the soul, th6 f)t£ni8(hmelit 

Of too much earthly love. 

The everlasting cells l^Mcb phi thetn in, 

Whose direful destinies have fell so low. 

Are stamped with vengeance^ aind stained 

With murder's blood ! 

The work of every prison's gallowisi id there, 

And all life's evil-gotten hoard scattered. 

To melt upon ungodly heads ! 

All the drink of drunkennesi^, all 

The waste of lust, and all the tears of Woe, 

Which never brought repeiitahee, 

Flow round tbe howling wiMemess^ 

In streams of burniiig bitterness! 



t. 



Th* untimely ti*gfi*i, with distdrted btow, 
Wringing her hinds in agony, yfr^epn 
Vitriol tears, While bn th' upri^g flames 
Float th' unfolded tresses of her head ! 
Her hot sulphureous breath scorches 
Her dried lips ; her heart^^the l>U3rhing Etna, 
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From whose seat they coxae — heaves 
With torment, intemperate and imboundejd ! 
And the God who made and fashioned 
Her afflicted soul, sits on tjie blazing fire. 
Increasing its fierce work, and rejoicing 
In the anguish he instils ! 



VI. 



All, intermixed with one another's crimes, 

Oroan loud the countless multitude, wailing 

The death-howl of eternity ! The miser howls 

For gold — the murderer for blood — 

The drunkard for a draught — the infant 

For a longer trial ! And all refused. 

Join in one loud and wringing exclamation 

For revenge ! which rolls like thunder 

From their blistered throats, and shakes to its base 

Hell, and all its tenements ! 

A pause — 
And all that makes a noise is now 
The crackling furnace, stretching far 
And wide, and the empty roar of the 
Hideous gulph ! It is an awful. 
But a momentary pause ! 
Again the jargon joins — on they run, 
Increasing loud and long — murmurs, screams ^ 
And agony abound, for ever to 
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Keep on ! Hell is in full play — 
All are secure, and God is glorified ! 

VII. 

Th' extent and depth of this confused 
And ghastly kingdom no one can know. 
It is a jumbled mass of everything that bums ; 
Looks hideous, and excludes all light, 
Save the fitful gleaming of its own dark glare I 
Frightful shapes of rocks and ravines 
Counterpass and cross themselves, all void 
Of uniformity and arrangement — confused, 
Remote, disordered, fierce, and wild ! 

vm. 

But within the temple gates of Zion, 
In the holy and heavenly Jerusalem, 
That city of God, invisibly retained high 
And far above the silvery, fleeting clouds, 
Are joys, that drive misery out of the soul, 
And bring to happy forgetfulness 
This world of tears. There, all is sleepless. 
Endless felicity. There streams, in scattered 
Profusion, refresh the heavenly plains ; 
And foimtains, far and wide, throw out 
Their varied forms of liquid symmetry. 
Eternal verdure lives beneath their spray. 
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Perfect and fadeless. No blooming flowers 
There ever run to seed — ^no trees shake off 
Their withered leaves. Death, in any shape, 
Never breathes his blighting breath across 
That heavenly country. All the paths 
Which intersect the undulating soil of that 
Delightful home, are crystal, in which 
The everlasting foliage of whose banks 
Reflects with pleasing harmony — from whose 
Bright borders, far and wide, stretch lawns 
Of rich, transparent hue, on whose 
Soft, yielding soil sports heavenly joy. 
In shapes and graces so divinely sweet, 
To melody so exquisitely tuned, that all 
The eye can see, mingles into praise 
With one unchequer'd transport of excited love ! 



IX. 

Happy voices mingle there, 
Happy strains are chaunted there, 

Till praises rend the skies ; 
And on the swell of heaven's choir 
Angels meet and feed the fire 
With harps, whose magic strains inspire 

Immanuel symphonies. 
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Hark ! the shout, how sweet it rings, 
** Glory to the King of kings, 

Honour to the Lamb." 
Hark ! the softer strains that soar ; 
Earthly noises sound no more; 
Sin is over — ^heaven is here, 

" Honour to the Lamb." 

XI. 

There — Oman's repaid for self-denial, 
For using well his time of trial 

'Midst sin and wickedness—* 
For praying oft, and fasting long, 
And having faith in God's dear Son : 
He thus receives what he has won— «- 

Eternal blessedness. 

XII. 

Let heaven, and hell, the Saviour'« death, 
And all religious creeds, rest with thyself. 
Thou lisping thing that marches into manhood ; 
And let the grappling tendons of thy soul 
Cleave to everything which makes virtue happy, 
And reveals, in binding evidences, the truth. 
Let prudence guide thee, and He who made 
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Thee wise, and clothed thee in the flesh. 
Whose form a father's bosom loves, 
Will never quench the natural working 
Of His own good gift. 



XIII. 

And now may the sun shine, and the sea roll, 

And the earth bring forth for thee — 

May the rains of heaven descend for thy 

Benefit, and the blast of the tempest 

Never molest thy marble-mounted brow—r 

May the sweets of life increase upon 

Thy bounty, and the dew of evening refresh 

Thy dwelling — May plenty crown thee with 

Voluptuousness, and the want of happiness 

Never chill the smiles of thy face — 

May age love thee, and death seek for thee 

In vain — ^May every year bring thee 

A blessing, and every day a joy — 

May the study of deep research crown all 

Thy efforts with success, and doubt and darkness 

From thy expanding mind uncloud 

Their misty veil — May every man benefit 

By thy wisdom, and the pleasure of praise 

Do thee no harm. Let love direct 

Thy character, and humility protect it — 

And thine own heart shall reward thee. 
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XIT. 



I brought thee into life, my child, 

Upon a thorny world, my child. 

If thou shalt find it rough, my child. 

Blame not me. 



XV. 



If on its slippery paths thou stray, 
Should danger mark thy erring way, 
And mercy hide her face from thee. 

Blame not me. 



XVI. 



Remember 'tis not I that press 

The pains which then may rend thy breast. 

And if my bones shall be at rest, 

Blame not me. 



XVII. 



And shouldst thou stray to where I'm laid, 
And long to taste the quiet shade 
That slumbers round the painless grave. 
Revile not me. 
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XYIII. 



Remember I had pains like you, 
Held life, and tasted misery too ; 
And if its joys were sweet to me. 
The same wide field is green for thee. 
Then live with life, let graves alone. 
And sorrow moulder in the tomb. 
While breath survives, the time is thine ; 
Then seize the flying hours. 

And make them all thine own. 
When death arrives, thy time is done, 

Then stiff and cold as stone 
Come feed the grass and flowers, 
Whose blades and blossoms wait 
For nourishment from thee. 
While yet they're rich and straight 
With what they got from me ; 
And the well-fed worms, though cramm'd, 

Wait to pierce through thine eyes — 
The young, the old, the saved, the damned, 
With worms. 
Are equally a prize. 
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PABAFHRASE. 



*« And the esrth vu without fonn, and void ; juxd darknem wu upon the 
face of the deep : and the ipirit of Qod moyed upon the &ce of the waten.*' — 
OBITBBia, 4. St. 



Dark, silent, and motionlesA, 
Stretched on every side, lay xnatter, formless 
And wastes no mountain had a peak ; 
No valley held a plain ; 

No rivers flowed their broad and silken bosoms 
To t^ deep ; no running streams 
In verdant moisture played upon the hiUs — 
All Nature slept unmade \ 
The sea was there, but not a wave 
To make the waters move; above the earth it stood, 
Stretched in imshapely distances ; 
No life supp'd in its moisture ; no particle 
Moved upon another ; clouds, and stars, 
And all the germ of life, slept in that rough, 
Conglomer'd mass, mingled with darkness ; 
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No risible Taeancy existed in the 

Universe — no noise, no grayitation ; 

No distance broke the endless sameness 

Of black night. Terror reigned alone. 

The sole governor of its own unconsciousness ! 

And in that dark, corrosive spoil 

Was man's ambition stored, silent — 

But there ! 

Light broke upon the wilderness ; 
And oh ! could man have seen the lifting 
Of the veil, his species had not lived. 
Mass on mass beam'd from the darkness, 
And matter was the sky ! No blue above, 
No starlight, and no sun, had deck'd 
The vault which now looks clean. 
Qod only breathed — and as he brush'd 
The pall of blackness off, dragg'd o'er 
The shapeless waters his whole self, 
And gazed upon confusion I 
Here was his task ; to shape, arrange, 
And scatter into orbs and systems. 
Endless and invariable, untutor'd 
And imtold, that curdled lump 
Of lumber for a universe ! 

The mighty monarch spoke ! 
The first thunder was his voice. Obedience 
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Kent the undivided earth. Huge masses 

Tore themselves asunder ! 

Motion in universal clamour rung 

Th* ethereal vault ! He spoke — 

And silence was no more ; oblivion shook 

Its solitude ; and from the inner depths 

Of matter's awful night, 

He tore out suns and systems at a grasp, 

And flung them where they shine, glowing with 

His essence, sparkling from afar ! 

No fragment left he void. 

But every lump found out a given sphere 

Of beauty and utility. All ended. 

All looked fair, and beautiful, and grand ; 

The maker loved his work, pronounced 

It good, and breathed on every world 

The breath of life. 

Nature commenced : 
The sea began to speak, the sun to benefit, 
The moon to love the world, harmony to sing ; 
Time sat upon his new-begotten throne. 
And to all revolving worlds gave seasons, 
Days, and nights ; man raised his fated head, 
And wondered at himself and what he saw — 
And wonders still. 
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CANST THOU, BY SEAKCHING, FIND OUT 
GOD? 

Job, zi 7. 



Vain enterprise ! if in the search 
We stop at merely thought, to tell mankind 
That God is so and so, and ere we finish out 
The strain, conceive him something else, 
And then retrace, and contravene his essence 
And his offices. 'Tis folly, too. 
To trouble man with unestablished fears ; 
Poor wasting man, so feebly strung together, 
That through his brain one fearful thought 
Turns all his features pale, and throws his blood 
In agony about his heart. 

The eye conceives him best in gazing 
At the clothing which he wears. 
He walks the day in sunbeams, nor scorns 
To look a beggar in the face ; 
And, when he puts his rainy mantle on. 
Throws down as much refreshment to vile worms. 
As ever kingly superfluity enjoyed. 
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He sings in the blast of inidnight, 

And whispers breezes from the setting snn ; 

And from each mountain top breathes pleasure 

Into space. He drives upon the spongy clouds 

His way^ mo^dhg his great existence 

Through itself, feeling for erer 

The pleasure of his ovm. immensity ! 

He walks the desert flood ; 

And, as he throws the frothy mountains down. 

Leans to this touch, and on the soft-skinn'd 

Bosom of the deep, moves the lov*d hi^d 

Which keeps the World alive ! 

He counts no time — for ever is his day^— 

Fix'd in all changes, unHmited, unswayed ; 

No increase finds the bulk which local posture 

Never knew ; no far, no near can boast 

Of more acquaintance. 

Where shall we follow him ? 
Our weakness faints upon his fingers, 
And on his farthest star he bids mortality 
And telescopes adieu ! And still he rolls 
His great existence on, indefinite, and lost 
To man, and insupportable I To find him» 
Triumph vomits pain, and elastic thought 
Stretches itself to agony, and vapory brains 
Weep out the anguish of their h<^e, whose fruits 
Are gathered for despair I 
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Is it right to bow the body and the 
Humble knee to Qod ? When and how ? 
Before a multitude, with groans 
And lamentations, making misery 
The food of breath, and forming great 
And solemn words, to make his presence felt ? 
Far, far from the mingled concourse let me be. 
If praise is due, or words become the misery 
Of man, to lift a crown upon the Deity ; 
And where the soft-toned silence of the skies 
O'erhangs some mighty land-bound cliff. 
And dewy fields, press'd with the sky-blaze 
Of the motning sun, throw up their moisture 
Into clouds, which bathe the feet of day. 
And border the far horizon with tints 
Of silver hue. There let me smile, impressed 
With love, there throw my heartfelt thankfulness 
Into the lap of Him who holds the chords 
That vibrate in his hands ! 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE GALE. 

What is it that gently stalks upon the main, 
Invisible in substance, 
And throwing into pulses on the beach 
The passive essence of the watery world ? 

Motion and sound are mixed, 
And through the gaseous wilderness of air 
Confirm some real existence ! 
Powerful, sleek, and selfish too, 

Unsociable and dull. 
Crawling along in lazy song. 
Its moody measures tell. 

What is motion but a spirit ? 

Can spirit live alone, 
Without some substance to inherit. 

To make its powers known ? 

What is spirit ? 

Go search for all the motion of the bones 

Whose substance is dissolved. 

And the thousands of years 

That have swallowed the tears 

Of countless sons of God ! 
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What is spirit ? 
Trace all the crimes and sorrows of the past. 

Empires, revealed in gaudy greatness, gone, 
The gulf-devouring change of pleasures and of pangs, 
Of Nature, toss'd hy Life's instinctive hands. 

And tell me where is all their motion flown ? 

What is spirit ? 
Is the lightning such. 

That makes us feel 
The sense of nervous touch ? 

The quivering flame 
That flashes through the air ? — 

Is it of flesh. 
The spirit in a glare ? 

Does earth confound 

The thing that feels ? 
Can matter sound 

What soul reveals ? 

What is spirit ? 

Is it found. 
Does it live 

Above the ground ? 
What are earthquakes, and the roar 
In the burning mountain's core ? 
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What the lara, red and melting, 
Down their vitreous sides a-pelting ? 

Enough I 
Let all the noises rest ! 

Now search for spirit higher, 
Where all we see looks doubly blest. 
Lit with celestial fire. 
See where motion softly sings, 
With heavenly music on its wings, 
And moving in the sweetest rings 

That ever managed worlds. 
See the scope where meteors play. 
And space confused with harmony, 
Where substance, in its greatest sway, 
Infinity unfurls ! 

No breeze is heard to wind with them along. 

In all their various duties through the night. 
Yet motion lives in universal throng, 
Conveying rapture to our distant sight. 
We know no more, 
Yet spirit there must be 
Wrapt up in matter's vast eternity. 
It lives in motion, 

And the test 
Is want of stations- 
Want of rest. 
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But can it want ? 
It toils to some good ends, 

Enjoys its toil, 
And governs many friends. 

Has it evil ? Then it must 

Soon cast its motion to the dust ; 

But when it throws its dregs away, 

It goes to qmcken other day. 

Thus it moves, and moves for ever. 

Ever joining, soon to sever. 
It never dies I 
And man, that holds an item of its lore, 
Holds the existence of its native power. 

In all that moves he feels and finds 

Impulse and change of various kinds. 
His loftier brow, t^lifted to the light. 
Feels the soft breeze, insensible to sight — 
Owns the existence of th' impressive gale 

That shakes the element he breathes*^ 
Perchance, 
The element of God! 

If spirits must respire-— 

And who can tell 
The easy life they love. 

Or where and how they dwell 
Invisibly alive ? 
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The swelling power that shakes the cloudy sky. 
And on the flood races in liberty, 

Sweeps past the mountain's lofty, barren cone, 
Throwing in dust or lumps their rugged tops below, 
Whence does it come, or whither does it go ? 
Comes it unguided, causeless, or alone ? 
" Philosophy may tell." 
Granted — 
So it does ; 
It finds the substance and the cause, 

But wonder puzzles more ; 
And when the science makes a pause 
To navigate eternal laws, 
It loses all its power. 

The bee that hums, 

The love that raves. 
The hope of nims. 

And the peace of graves. 
Philosophy confounds ! 
The thought that makes it scarce has power 
To shake the stem of the smallest flower, 

Nor understands itself ? 
How weak a thing to teach to mind 
The cause and essence of the wind ! 
If this it does, how vain to tell 
There lives no. spirit in the gale ! 
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I STOOD ON THE MOUNTAIN. 



I stood on the mountain where heather was bloom- 
ing, 
And the Keeran lake stretched out below me ;* 
The eagle above me in his wild way was screaming, 
And the sun's summer light on his dark wing was 
beaming, 
But nothing was there that could know me. 

I spoke to the wild bird, 

He scream' d, and replied — 
'* The storm's in the wind, 

And the deep-rolling tide 
Of the ocean I see far before me. 

Home, home to your hut. 

And close yourself up, 
While I meet the stem gale in my glory ; 

For me there's no fear. 

In my bounding career. 
To be out in the teeth of the storm — 

I can float on the gale 

That would make thee look pale, 

* The locality referred to is situated on the west of the cele- 
brated Lough Dergf in the county of Donegal. 
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And mix with the clouds and the thunder ; 

I can sweep o'er the earth 

In the hurricane's mirth, 

Rise over the flashes 

Of the lightning's gashes, 
And laugh at the terror that's under f" 

Man is a worm. 

And belongs to the ground, 
Made intelligent only to know it. 

And all he can And 

In the world of his mind 
Cannot save him from going below it. 

But thou art superior. 
With a grander exterior, 
In fleetness and beauty complete ; 
Made light for the air, 
And strong for the tear 
Of victims that bleed at thy feet. 

Thou art clothed with rough smoothness 

And fitted for work 
Where man covered up could not st^d. 
Unencumbered with thought, 
Art nimble with freshness, 
Sporting for ever 

In Nature's correctness. 
The entire result of her hand. 
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But man seems too much like a 

Handled machine 
To belong unto Nature at all ; 

Elaborately made. 

As if human hands played 
Apart 
In the great imperfection ! 

Lo ! see him rise higher ! 
On the whirlwind he moves ; 
Far— far from the gloom that is crowding, 
His wings leave no trace 
Of their magic race — 
Lost now is the rush of their sounding. 

I called again to the Samson bird, 
As he pierced the black smoke 
Of the heavens. 

To tell me the course 

Of his lofty career, 
And the end of his destination. 

The speck seemed to stop to give a reply, 
But, boimding again, it rose higher, 

And where it delayed. 

Flash, flash went a blade 
Of deadly and pale gleaming lightning ; 
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The brown heath glared, 
The black sky roared, 
And answered my question with thunder ! 
Then there was a wilderness 
Under my feet — 
Above me 
Pealed tumult, rebellion, and danger ! 
The mountain was riven* 
With the anger of heaven, 
Where I stood alone and a stranger ! 

* The efiect of a stroke of lightning on the side of this mountain 
is stiU to be seen, being quite black from the summit to the base, 
which, in this wilderness of heathy hills, looks conspicuous at 
many miles distant. 



A BBANGH OF OLITBS. 55 



I SAT IN THE VALLEY. 



I sat in the valley, where music and mirth 
Held my spirit in rapture's keen spell ; 
Where the quiet refulgence that beamed on the earth 
Was marked with the data of heavenly birth, 
Which it sung in that spot where it fell. 

And the song of the stream, 

As it murmured along, 
Was the chorus to happier notes. 
That spoke 

On the zephyr- tongued boughs 

That shaded the scene. 

Which notes were for hearts 

That could sigh in reply. 
And chaunt the bold anthem of life. 

To the father of leaves. 
And god of the sky, 
Who never indulges in strife. 

Here thought was my love ; 

OGod! 
No tears were there, no grief. 
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No haggard brow ! 
Calm vision — 
What peaceful shades heaven has invented — 
What spots of marvellous quietude, 
Cramm'd with excess of Eden-giving balm, 
Of pure reproachless holiness immeasured, 
For the worms that spoil it. 



Ye streams, so cool, so inviting. 
Where is man's history recorded ? 
Bound in your limber bosom, 
Does it dwell in the sound 
That alters your position ? 
Slimy element — 
Broke you from chaos with any germ of me ? 

Under the clamour of sky and moimtains, 
Seas, whirlwinds, hell, and unshaped reservoir 
Of spirit. 
Held we one atom ! 
In matter's early darkness slept we 

Together, 

Through its mingled, untold void. 

Ere matter's God began 

To dream of worlds ? 

Flowing in thee are any human tears 

Of ancestors ; 

Or war's red liqidd changed to purer hue ? 
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My brow, moist from the summer's sun, 
My eye, that flows to greet thy loveliness, 
Bear they away what once flowed here 

In cooling shades ? 
'Tis easy here to mingle them again, 

So flow the drops away, 

Lost to mortal eyes — ^yet, never lost, 

Important as the greatest flood. 

They make the stream no greater ; 

Yet, by such measures, 

The entire earth, the sim, the universe. 

Might away be taken, 

And swept in million distances beyond 

The stretch of vacancy immense ; 

And all these beauties, systems, families, and lives, 

Cast into universal wreck. 

Without an atom spared 

To echo its remembrance ! 

This azure arch — the fluid magazine 

Of animal respiration — 

The carpet of the sim — 

Earth's mossy bed — 

How placidly, within its easy bosom, float 

The shapeful symmetry of clouds ; 

The day is glad. 

And shakes with well-met heaven, 

A joyful pair of hands. 
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How like the changes of our mighty mother, 

Are the passions of affected man — 

To-day, cabn, 

Bursting with love, religion, and benevolence ; 

To-morrow, furious, 

Dissatisfied, and wild ! 

He plays with infancy, worships God, admires 

His lovely works, 

Then stamps his foot in murder — 

Treads in blood — 

Weeps o'er his folly — raves, 

And dies a fool ! 
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THE DTSSECTING-ROOM. 



1 gazed in the hall where human remains 

Tossed in bits, and in fresh marrow-bones 
Heavy scented the air ; teeth, eyes, and brains, 
Lay scattered with soft hearts, whose bloodless, cold 
veins 
Were exposed, without pity or groans. 

Here was a shaking down of man*s presumption. 
O misery, here you stood, naked, barefaced, flatter- 
less ! Look at these lumps — ^bits of different bodies 
mixed in one foul heap ; how like butchers' offal ! 
Here is a bit that would once have summoned you 
before a magistrate for giving it a kick. — Look, here 
is an eye — mysterious heaven ! this might have been 
my own. What lover wants this mirror of his soul 
to make him sensible of the beautiful form and love- 
liness of woman ? What — woman ! is she, then, im- 
mortal, or less subject to degradation than man? 
Alas ! no ; and this might be one of her eyes, that 
once conveyed to the mind happy thrills of love, and 
oft admired its own reflection in the glass. But, 
easy ; here she is, and no mistake — the very next bit 
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to it ; a woman's breast, thrown among the heap as 
done with — ^peradventure it held once the nourish- 
ment of life — ^it was a mother's. How often poets 
have sung of this — ^how often lovers sighed upon it — 
the world's first nourisher. Like the rose, it fades, ' 
and like the morning, it passes away, and all we 
loved is earth, and dirt, and nuisance. 

Here comes a hardened, blood-bespattered menial, 
to carry away the refuse of a novice's knife. O 
wretched necessity of the sciences — O melancholy 
humiliation of the soul's sepulchre — ^here's a pretty 
mess of life's worn-out habiliments, all hacked and 
tossed, as if they never had felt, or wept, or loved, or 
worshipped God ! Hours of pain, of fright, of joy, of 
learning to be great, of watching summer suns, and 
winter's frosts ; of Christmasings, of holidays, rejoic- 
ings, evjButs political, excitements, appointments 
made and broken with apologies, have here found 
finis ; yes, these lobes and squares, and separated 
bones, are what once made human nature; and 
through every nerve that here lies cold, flowed all 
the majesty of man, and felt, as I can do, conscious, 
ashamed, proud, and afiectionate ! 

You that have lived your earliest hours upon the 
tender and sheltering breast of afiectionate woman, 
never go into a dissecting-room ; those who regard 
the ties of relationship as sacred, never go there ; for 
brothers, sisters, and parents, are there sliced and 
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mauled about, tiU their sexes and ages are lost in 
shapeless atoms. 

Shall ever I, O God, come here 
In death and nakedness ; 

Unpitied by a human tear- 
Robbed of all sacredness ? 

Will you, ye callous-minded men, 

Unshape me after life ; 
And wield about my clammy corpse. 

Your impoetic knife. 

These eyes that cheer'd a mother's heart, 
And raised a father's hope. 

Will you pull out, and cut apart. 
The colour they bespoke ? 

And can you make so light of that 
Which germed such natural ties, 

And o'er the caldron, reeking fat, 
Jeer at life's mysteries ? 

O let me rest where time shall break 
What time shall take away ; 

What Nature made, for Nature's sake, 
And copied God in clay. 
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Cold native earth, I cleaye to thee. 

Hide all my bones away ; 
Or thou, blue, boundless, mighty sea. 
My pale corpse bear in liberty. 
Across thy moaning spray. 

Rolling through night upon thy main. 
High borne along the tide, 

My soaring spirit, freed from pain. 
Shall travel by its side. 

There I will tell, in quiet sighs, 

To ocean what it bears, 
Soft moving under diamond skies. 

And freed from earthly cares. 

I'll tell how, 'scaped from many woes 
That man was made to feel, 

It found on her its last repose. 
And 'scaped a surgeon's steel. 
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TH- UNCOMPROMISING TEAR. 



There is a union of the heart and eyes, 

From man's creation living 

With his years ; 

Imperishable in life. 

And in marble death ; 

With life 

Increased and multiplied — 

Th' uncompromising tear. 

Bom in early freedom, it enjoyed 

The pleasure of a holy passion, flowing 

From heaven's fount, a gift 

To all 

Alike — ^for one continual source of happiness, 

Easing the flow of grace, 

Which, to perfect mortals would turn round 

The current of life's love in haste 

To sudden rapture. 

Distributing in crystal drops 

A paradise of pearls — 

Mingling a union incorruptible. 

And holier than the tablets 

Of the dead. 
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But tears have been deranged. 
And now are frightful things — 
The tell-tales of earth's woe, 
Streams of misery's gall. 
Embittering man's existence. 
They have fell with 
Human hopes, 
To the imshaped sphere of 

Human degradation 1 

Disgracing Nature's order, 

Piningly for doing so, 

And flowing more 
For what they've done, 

So helplessly — 
Uncompromising tears. 

There is a tear still left 

For love. 

But known and felt 

By few ; 

And seldom gloried in, because 

Unknown. 

Still it lives. 

Rambling in storms, 

And gliding, 

Soft as evening zephyrs. 

Out of time. 

From rapturous made 

Origuial. 
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It tempts the gods that breathe 

In beauty all around, 

To court material flesh, 

And soak the vapour of its pearly 

Sinlessness. 

Give me a tear to live upon, 
When solemn quiet reigns 
To melancholy — 
One of sweet Nature's rightful tears, 
And my company then shall be 
Images that fit my soul, 
Companions numberless, 
AndaU 
The essence-formed assemblages 

Of peace ; 

Unlinked with every kind of woe. 

Untold in every language known 

By vulgar sounds. 

But read in Nature's secrets 

Copiously : 

A tear that flows 

At glory's self-conception 

Of its life— 

That makes a sign, in matter 

Of a glance received 

From heaven — 

Th' uncompromising tear. 
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AGE AND FLOWERS. 



Earth's flowers with their velvet hues greet me again. 
And spread round my feet in their cheerful array, 

And my aged locks shake to the breezes of spring, 
While life's feeble pulse dwindles calmly away. 

I loved these bright flowers, when an infant at play, 
To ramble amongst them was all my delight ; 

And these eyes, that are near to eternal decay. 
Opened bright with the mornings that came to 
their sight. 

I loved these sweet flowers when youth was reveal- 
ing 

The hopes that grow high with maturer days ; 
And the soul, as it wakened to nobler feeling. 

Linked all its aflection to Nature and these. 

I loved these sweet flowers, the fields, and the spring, 
When time made me father, and children were 
young ; 
And I loved to impart all the pleasures they bring, 
To hearts that were tender, and souls that were 
one. 
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And now that I'm old, and my cliildren in years, 
Far away through the world, rearing infants them- 
selves ; 
I still lore these flowers, these beautiful flowers, 
That cling round my home, through the valleys 
and delves. 

Like man, they don't change in their hues or their 
names, 
But greet me the same, smiling every year ; 
They bring no remorse, they gender no pains. 
But awaken the glow that makes life sweet and 
dear. 

Not long can I live to feel more of their sweets, 
And sup in the joys of this world and its bowers ; 

But, oh, when I die, may I peacefully lie 

In some spot covered over with beautiful flowers. 

And where I sleep lonely, may they shed their bloom, 
When I part with my life and relations ; 

Let Nature then rock me to sleep in the tomb. 
With primroses, pinks, and carnations. 
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CALMER MOMENTS NEVER WILL. 



Calmer moments never will 

O'er my dreaming spirit steal ; 

Sweeter thoughts shall never rise 

Under purer, bluer skies ; 

Kinder tones shall never soimd 

Over such enchanted groimd ; 

Brighter hopes shall never play 

Over Fancy's early day. 

The bright, the kind, the sweet, the calm. 

The youthful joys that filled my home, 

Faded, dead, and buried lie — 

Lost in cold obscurity. 

The summer's sun is paler now 

Than when my boyish days were long ; 

The moon and stars are smaller too, 
And man's not half so great and strong. 

The seasons now are quickly made. 
Old Nature's quite expert become. 

With steam to all her changes laid. 
She toils impatient to be done. 
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Time's very self has took a start. 
And treads his hasty minutes down, 

With strides much farther made apart. 
And quicker, deadlier, every one. 

Earth's ruins with impatience strive 

To reach antiquity's grave name, 
Despising long to be alive 

Without mysterious origin. 

life is sweet, while on my tongue 

Ebbs, in waning taste, its flow ; 
I cannot hold the phantom long. 

And grieve to let the trembler go. 

No power can catch the subtle flame. 

Again to bind it to my clay ; 
Unlink'd, it yields a perished name 

To millions crammed in fate away. 

Shall mortals grieve that change is real-— 
That nothing lives to curb its sway ? 

Is grief the only thing we feel 
While motion lets itself away ? 

Ah no ! — the wing that sometimes flies 
Across the blaze of brighter hours. 

Flaps through a trail of spangled skies, 
And sheds its notes in golden bowers. 

F 
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Could we bat hold the restLess joy 
Which flames in meteor-darts away, 

Life would resolve its sweet employ 
To one long bliss — eternity I 

But wither'd earth grows on my brow. 
Death closer creeps with every night, 

The knell sounds on the pasmg now. 
And warns my clay-bound soul for flight. 

The airy future yawns his maw, 

And paves his ugly throat with spears ; 

Death raises coldly up his paw, 
To grind me and my useless tears, 

One look again at life — ^the last, 
To thank the pulse which latest flows, 

And I'm a thing that felt the- blast 
That laid me where the daisy grows. 
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MARY'S GEAVE. 



This world unto me holds one little spot 
Dearer far than the rest of its soil ; 

A lonely, unfrequented, gloomy spot, 
Where worms grow fat upon human spoil. 

There all that life had made dear with its spell, 
Slumbers on in her last long repose ; 

Though earth shuts her in, her mem'ry shall dwell 
With the perfume that sweetens each rose. 

The rain and the wind beat over her now ; 

Through day and through night she lies cold ; 
The sod and the green grass press on that brow, 

Which once my heart throbb'd to behold ! 

O sparingly feed, little worm, on those eyes. 
That once beamed with love on my own, 

And tenderly havoc those lips I still prize. 
They're sweeter than all thou hast known. 

Let no careless foot unthinkingly stray. 
To press on that hallow'd green moimd ; 

For sacred, indeed, is that spot where she lay, 
And holy the flowers that grow round. 
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O YES, THERE ARE EXQUISITE MOMENTS 
m LIFE. 



O yes, there axe exquisite moments in life, 
That glide o'er the cream of the soft-fibred soul, 

Which speak of delight, and repay, as they pass. 
All the anguish of life's colder years as they roll. 

What matter the troubles that flesh must endure. 
While it floats on the sea of a world like this. 

Since the waves that it moves on oft cast it ashore, 
To bask in the simshine of moments of bliss. 

O yes, there are exquisite moments in life. 

Which words are but weak things uninfluenc*d 
to tell ; 

And the silent glad heart, in some eyes doth write 
Th' enchanted reserve of that exquisite spell. 

Let the beacons that float on the sim's golden rays 
Tell the tale, as he sinks to his western home ; 

Making words to the soul, through the power of the 
skies. 
Since the heart so enraptured wants words of its 
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AH ME, I CRY. 



Ah me, I cry, 

Ah me, I feel. 
Ah me, to die — 
To close this eye 

For worms' lean meal. 
No more to see 

A morrow come. 
No more to be 

A guest at home. 

Me would they hush, 
Me would they crush. 

When Nature groans. 
Me, alas ! wretchedness 
Lacks no more bitterness, 

Bare are my bones. 

Onward I rush. 
Under the crush 

Of demon's paw ; 
Cold is his grasp. 
Frightful the mask 

The fiend assumes ; 
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Ill are his eyes, 
Full of demise, 
Heartless and cold. 

With hands of lead 
He holds my bed : 
I see him lift 
His iron feet ; 
He treads on mine — 
Swallows my time — 

Looks in my face. 
O God ! my throat 
He pulls to bits. 

My nerves displace. 
He plunges down 

To seize my heart, 
My breath's unstrung — 

My life-strings part! 

'Tis over now ; 
Farewell, cruel life. 
The grave is dark, 

The cavern dull, 
The weighty sod 

Is moist and chill. 
The gnawing worm 

Crawls round my face, 
And takes his meal 

Without a grace. 
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My eyes fall in, 

He enters too. 
Long, shaip and thin, 

He drags him through. 



My slimy brains 

He bites and manls ; 
Through thought's remains, 

The vermin crawls. 
Flesh — ^human flesh. 

The ghitton cries. 
Cold, young, and fresh, 

A welcome prize. 
Oh, I shall sleep 

Content to night, 
Rolled in these folds 

So moist and white* 



To bring me on 

To this event, 
My parents at 

The altar bent. 
To make me feed 

The worms to-night. 
Each made each heart 

Enjoy delight. 
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They made me risk 

Grief, pain, and death. 
And struggle with 

Departing breath, 
That they one flash 

Of joy should know. 
And make one throb 

To overflow. 

O that with this 

One vain desire. 
Souls should be made 

To chance hell-fire ! 
When I shall Kve 

Again, I'll write 
Something about 

My spirit's flight. 
If I should live 

No more, then you 
Can never know 

To where it flew. 
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TIS ENCHANTMENT THAT SPREADS OUT 
THE WINGS OF MY SOUL. 



'Tis enchantment that spreads out the wings of my 
soul, 
Produced by those soft notes, midst visions of 
cheer ; , 

But sweeter the joy of these moments would roll, 
If regret knew no past, and the future no fear. 

When the calm of sweet Nature, and the smiles of 
kind friends. 

Give to music the thrill of life's happier hours, 
And affection its own natural influence sends, 

And peace dwells with roses in simshiny bowers. 



When the ruffles of time seemed hushed in the sound 
That awakes the soft echo of memory's years. 

What then would we give, if our souls could be 
bound 
Through life to the charm that such magic confers. 
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But, alas ! for the anguish that thought can produce 
In human positions, when furnished with care — 

When all that made joy becomes lost through disuse, 
Toss'd aside in remorse for the cup of despair ! 

Oh ! where is that land, and that home where a rest 
Shall be to my soul what earth has denied — 

Where no canker-worm feeds on minds that are blest 
With a peace, made substantial to those that have 
died. 

If reality lingers beyond the bright cloud 

That sails o'er the lovely moon's surface of gold. 

Then welcome to me be the coffin and shroud, 
To ingulf in those pleasiu^es which cannot be told. 
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FAIN WOULD I SING OF THE PLEASURES 
OF LIFE, 



Fain would I sing of the pleasures of life, 
As tiiey pass tlirough the souls of the blest — 

And fain would I live where enchantment is rife, 
And indulge my worn heart to a jest. 

I know how the soul feels when comfort surrounds it, 
And fieit the warm lava flow round this glad heart?— 

And warm were its veins when sorrow once found it, 
A thing full of feeling, well seasoned to smfltrt. 

Home withered, that lives but in pictures of wreck, — 
Scathes the tlK>ught of reflection, and wounds it; 

The dirge-song of night brings cold tidings back. 
And shows me a grave while it sounds it. 

O yes, I would sing all the roses of life. 

As they flower untarnished by care ; 
But old autunm, that looks into winter's hard night. 

Sees no blooming roses spread there. 
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Hope look'd into mystery once for support, 
And travelled on pinions of flame — 

And in the world's darkness, blazed as it rolled, 
A self-illumed, comforting thing. 

But flesh was its hold, and that could not soar — 
Made human for woe without choice ; 

But it sighed for the day, and it wept for the hour 
That gave it a shape and a voice. 

And toss'd through a rocky abyss of rough life, 
It bore the encroachment of pain, — 

And tender with years, felt agony rife. 
And the wearing of nature a shame. 

Farewell to the joys that earth could aflbrd— 
Come away, poisoned nerves, to the tomb ; 

All the honey of life is lucre's hoard. 
And a meal for worms is its doom. 

Let night flap its raven wing over the spot. 
Where the cold, solid earth wraps me round ; 

Let the place be retired, immarked, and forgot. 
And my name, with my bones, under ground. 
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I'LL HAVE NO OTHER WIFE BUT YOU. 



I'll have no other wife but you, 

Sweet Matilda, 
I'm always blest to be with you, 

Sweet Matilda, 
life has many evils, tempting 

Hearts unsettled, unprovided ; 
But mine shall dwell in sweet consenting, 
On the rock to which it glided. 



I'll seek no other home but thine, 

Sweet Matilda, 
And only live to call it mine, 

Sweet Matilda. 
The world besides is wild and strange. 

No eye can look like thine throughout it ; 
My heart contented cannot change, 

Nor brook a thought that thou could'st doubt it. 
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I'll share no other fate but your's, 

Sweet Matilda, 
Nor ask a longer life than your's, 

Sweet Matilda. 
O let my hand in your*s be held, 

And 1*11 defy a world of dangers ; 
But could not live to feel it cold. 
Or see it leaning to a stranger's. 

I'll ask no other grave but thine. 

Sweet Matilda, 
To moulder with thy dust be mine. 

Sweet Matilda, 
Quiet, retired, and both together. 
Out of being, shape, existence ; 
The last kiss given, lie down for ever, 
Without a sin to cause repentance. 
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HE BIIEATHEI> HI& LAST IN THE LAND OF 
A STRANGER. 



He breathed his last in the land of a stranger, 
A wilderness yawned round his death-glazing eye ; 

Cold were the hearts that smiled on his danger, 
And eruel was the fate that left him to die. 

He was my companion, when life shed its flowers 
On youthMness, burning with dreams of delight ; 

How little I thought in our merriest hours, 

Of the darkness that waited to close him in night. 

He died where no friend of his early acquaintance 
Could soften with moisture his death*drying lips ; 

He had no relation to help him in faintness. 
To speak of the next wcMtld, or ease him in this. 

He's gone ! and the pains that he felt at departing 
Shall never be known in this cold world below ; 

Give him but a grave, and the whole of his wanting 
Shall die on the mercy that lays him down low. 
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O LET ME, WHEN MY BREATH SHALL FLY. 



O let me, when my breath shall fly, 
And cold and stiff my corpse shall be. 

Find out some quiet spot to lie, 
Near where some once-lov'd friends may be. 

Some graveyard planted near the coast. 

Or in some pleasant country vale. 
Where those in life who lov'd me most, 
May come to sit on him they've lost, 
And And a pleasant spot to wail. 

How kindly would my bones decay 
Beneath such holy, unseen tears, 

Flowing for me beyond my day. 

Bom on the thoughts of vanished years. 

And as in life I lov'd to be 

Companion to those happy friends, 
In death how much I'd give to see 
That nameless love they show to me, 
Where life and all its union ends. 
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Rude be the shape, but well defined, 
My last cold mantled bed of clay, 

That those who wish the spot to find, 
May throw no erring tears away. 

I could not bear, though dead I be. 

To give another's grave one gem 
Of pearly dew, di£[used for me. 

Nor covet any shed for them. 
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SONG TO THE CUCKOO. 



Cuckoo, sweet welcome bird, 
Cuckoo, your voice is heard ; 
Cuckoo, now sweep the hearth. 
Cuckoo, for joy and mirth. 

The Cuckoo's on her wing again, 

Prompt harbinger of happy time ; 

She tells the trees to dress in green. 
And to her wandering notes incline. 



Cuckoo, every flower, 

Cuckoo, through the bower, 

Cuckoo, repeats the time. 

Cuckoo, to every chime. 
Through night and day, while life is springing. 

All yoimg and fresh, and green and gay, 
The cuckoo never ceases singing, 

But chimes the darkness into day. 
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Cuckoo, the stars decline, 

Cuckoo, the morning's fine. 

Cuckoo, the rippling sea 

Cuckoo, repeats the glee. 
Far over mountains, woods, and hills. 

Beneath rejoicing clouds she roams ; 
Sups all the valley^s gushing rills. 

And finds her food in strangers' homes. 



Cuckoo, all is pleasure, 
Cuckoo, meat and measure. 
Cuckoo, she finds with ease. 
Cuckoo, among the trees. 

The Cuckoo's life is ease and song. 

Dull care shall never curb her sway ; 

She's made for pulling time along. 

Through fairy land, in summer day. 



Cuckoo, to twilight's dawn, 

Cuckoo, across the lawn. 

Cuckoo, the echo beats. 

Cuckoo, unwasted sweets. 
Night, in his marble silence, sleeps. 

With all his quiet eyes unclosed ; 
While she, with tuneful music, keeps 

Mankind from sinking under woes. 
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Cuckoo, sing for ever. 

Cuckoo, and cheer us on ; 

Cuckoo, life's no pleasure. 

Cuckoo, without thy song. 
And when our graves are long and green. 

And spring walks gently o'er our faces. 
Still thou shalt sing to us unseen, 

And melodise those desert places. 
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GIVE ME TEARS. 



There is a joy in weeping. 

And sorrow is a balm, 
When foul winds are sweeping 

0*er life's unchequer'd calm; 
A joy no other bosom knows, 

Save that that's made to weep. 
Which loves the anguish, as it flows 

In watery toil to sleep. 

Then give me tears 
Which calm the breast, 
And soothe to rest 
Life's agony. 



There's joy when evening's sun goes down, 

To weep upon his beams^ 
To court the evening cloud, and muse 

On once^loved) wither'd scenes ; 
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And friends who knew our souls so well, 
Gone to their long, cold rest, 

Tongue never learnt a tale to tell, 
So much to move the breast. 

That breathes in sighs, 
To such a scene, 

When fancy feels 
No earth between. 



Tis love that gives to tears their charm. 

Affection's wounds that pour 
Streams for her whose heart was warm — 

Now warms to mine no more. 
There, where she dwells, I love to sit 

Alone upon her grave ; 
She cannot speak, nor I forget 

The fond things she has said. 

Tears gush and roU ; 

On earth no more 
Shall pain so sweet 

Require thy power. 

The only help earth gave me, 

To sup my bosom's woe. 
From vicious paths to save me, 

Life's sweeter paths to show^ 
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To smooth my nightly pillow, 

To smile when I looked sad, 
Sleeps now beneath the willow. 

In earth's cold mantle clad. 

Then come, kind tears, 
Wet with relief — 

Gone is my best friend ; 

Life has but few friends. 
Thou art the chief. 

And check me not for weeping, 

'Tis all I ask of thee. 
Those eyes which there are sleeping 

Would weep as much for me ; 
While silence bids them slumber. 

Affection makes me mourn. 
Life cannot part in sunder 

The rent cruel death hath torn. 

Then flow, sweet te&rs, 
. By mera'ry driven, 
And o'er her grave 
Weep next to heaven. 
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A M£BBT WORLD FOB MK 



A merry world for me, 

And merry friends to share it — 
Away from misery, 

And all the hearts that bear it. 
And here's to merry souls 

Who live and breathe in pleasure. 
Whose lips, o'er flowing bowls. 

Sing life away in measure. 

A cloudless day for me, 

A grassy hill with daisies. 
Along the silver sea, 

Gathering evening breezes ; 
And here's to time tihat flies 

Consolingly away. 
And hope that never dies 

Till lifb reforms to clay. 

Our life is but a song. 

Then let us sing it well ; 
For if we sing it wrong 

We must chorus it in hell. 
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To charm the old black boy, 

Who sits on burning cinders. 
With a long lamenting cry 

For being such offenders. 

Where hell is fixed I know not — 

They say it's everlasting, 
Deep, dark, and burning hot ; 

And heaven a place of fasting — 
Too hot, too cold, for merry souls ; 

This world be all my pleasure— 
I could not live to fry on coals, 
Nor to sing out merry 
With an empty belly. 

To heaven for saving souls. 
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DEATH OR GLORY. 



Through all the rough and smooth of life, 
In business, trouble, or in strife, 
At law with judge, or hell, or wife, 

I'll seek for " Death or Glory." 

Earnest resolve walks with my plans 

Whatever may engage my hands ; 

No cold, inert attempts begin, 

Nor lay my mind to anything 

That's undeserving of my aim. 

Or only fit for minds to gain 

Who shrink from treading on the plain 

That holds but « Death or Glory." 

If love shoidd bend my willing mind 
To seek for what it hopes to find. 
The tempter shall indeed prove kind. 

Or fight with « Death or Glory." 

And shoidd a false accuser come 
To charge me with another's wrong. 
These words shall prove my funeral song, 
Or daggers in his heart. 
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Or should an lago try to make 
My roused-up, jealous senses ache, 
He opens hell's infernal gate, 

And fights a devil's part. 
That fight, as sure as it's begun. 
Will prove a fatal fight to one, 
Or both — ^if he, resolved like me, 
Shall stand and stab until he die — 
The devil then takes he and I — 

It must be " Death or Glory."' 
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MY WIFE'S BIRTHDAY. 



Cold and frosty was the mom. 
When unkindly I was shorn 
Of the blankets snug and wann. 

On my wife's birthday. 

She, with detennined struggle. 
Dared me to vex or trouble. 
Or put her in a bubble, 

On her own birthday. 

She said that I must be, 
Most true and faithMly, 
A slave to all her glee, 

On her own birthday. 

To cook the mutton chops, 
And empty all the slops, 
And answer all the knocks. 

On her own birthday* 
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So I kindled up the fire 
At once at her desire, 
And swept the house entire, 

On my wife's birthday. 

Says she, *' But once a year 
I get this day of power, 
So I'll the breeches wear 

On my own birthday." 

I trembled to obey 
This woman all the day. 
She carried all the sway 

On her own birthday. 

For out her passions went. 
And her appetite was bent 
To have her heart's content. 

On her own birthday. 

So, all day she kept her spree. 
With wine and company. 
Partaking very free 

On her own birthday. 

At length, when night came on. 
My slavery was done, 
And over was the fan 

Of my wife's birthday. 
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Some passions now did cool, 
Says she, ** I am a fool, 
My husband for to rule 

On my own birthday. 

" So, dear Thomas, now I've done. 
Let us both close up the fun 
In connubial fondness, Tom, 

On my own birthday." 

" No, madam, you must be 
Content with having ine 
A servant at your knee, 

On your own birthday. 

" I've been running all about. 
With saucepan and dishclout. 
And I'm fairly now worn out, 

On your own birthday. 

" Now I resume the power, 
Think you that I'll endure 
To toil or labour more 

On this topsy-turvy day.' 

" Forgive me, love," she cried, 
*' My rashness and my pride, 
But leave me not denied 

On my own birthday. 
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" My love is grown so high. 
My heart will break if I 
Receive inconstancy, 

On my own birthday." 

The tear stood on her cheek, 
And bitter did she weep, 
At the closing of the week 

And her own birthday. 
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A MISER»S SOLILOQUY ON SALT HERRINGS. 



Soul-consoling creatures — 

Money-spaxing, throat-deluging animals — 

Bank-preserving, gold-coining 

Providentials — 

Thy salty satisfaction 

Turns the current Qf hard copper 

To a treasury — 

Whitens and gilds the gathered store. 

While flies upon the costly beefsteak feed. 

Thou art clothes to the lean back, 

Shoes to the feet, 

And a covering to the head ; 

Blankets and warm fires 

Come out of thee, 

And rent and taxes marvellously eject 

Their ready impost 

From thy bones. 



A BRANCH OF OLIVES. 10 1 

Thou leavest thy kingly home 

To suffer and to die 

For perishing mortals ; 

Poor thou art on earth, and naked, 

And we out of thy poverty 

Become rich. 



O may the sea, 
That nourished tliee 

And mighty whales, 
Provide us more 
Before our store 

Of herrings fails. 



And oh, may springs and fountains never leave us, 

Whose flowing streams by thee are made delicious. 

Sweet is the draught, 

That rushing down the throat so copiously, 

Fills Nature's reservoir most morally. 

And makes the ribs 

A water-barrel, 

Thin 

But filled. 

And rolled in better clothes 

Than thousands drag to butcher's stalls and taverns. 

H 



102 A BRANCH OF OLIVES. 

But if clothes should once fail, 
I*ve done with my song ! 
For then 't can't be long 

Till my cheeks will be pale. 

What else will remain 

For me to work hard, 

And strive against poverty ? 

Of what shall I boast. 

When herrings and clothes, and money 

Are lost ! 

And my face wrinkled over 

With age ? 
With a cold world to look at 

For nothing to get, 

But a graveyard to watch at 

For orders to quit, 

With my rags 

All breathing society ; 

And my eyes ram into the mould. 

Lying down, 

With shouts from the world 

To " make haste 

And get out of the way." 

THE END. 
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